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Staying On Top

Remi’s rise to the top of the Future Wrestler Development league has been meteoric. Her looks and skills combined with Auggie’s guidance makes them unbeatable, and after living together for almost a year their relationship both in and out of the bedroom has never been stronger. When Remi is finally given the chance to wrestle in on the biggest stage of her life and possibly move up to the main roster if she does well, they think her career is set.

What they don’t count on is Auggie's tall, stunning childhood friend showing up and throwing their relationship into disarray. Jealousy and possessiveness rears its ugly head, and unfortunately for Auggie his ass ends up bearing the brunt of it.

Can he prove to Remi that she’s the only one for him? Or will their challenges outside of the ring jeopardize both their relationship and their dreams?

Staying on Top is a dickgirl on male erotic sports story with sweet, fluffy romance and a lot of dirty sex.


Chapter 1

I hated Florida.

The people were rude, the Tex-Mex sucked, and it was always hot. And not Texas hot, where you only had to deal with the sun beating down on you. Here the humidity was also unbearable, and I couldn’t step outside without immediately becoming drenched with sweat in all of those worst places. I needed to shower twice a day just to avoid feeling like a disgusting swamp monster.

I angrily stabbed at the mountain of egg whites, turkey sausage, and spinach that I was cooking for Remi’s breakfast. I couldn’t wait to leave this hell state.

The door of the little apartment Remi and I shared opened and closed behind me, and then a pair of large, strong arms wrapped themselves around my waist.

“Thinking about how much you hate Florida again?” Remi asked, resting her chin on the top of my head to watch me cook. She’d just gotten back from a run, and frankly, I didn’t know how she could jog five miles every day without melting into a puddle of sweat.

I leaned back into her and frowned. “It sucks here.”

“Aww, Auggie,” she cooed. She ducked down to kiss me on the cheek, leaving it wet with her sweat. “Anything I can do to help? Maybe you need something to take your mind off of it?” She ground her hard cock against the back of my shorts, and I used my butt to push her away.

“Rules,” I firmly said.

Remi pouted but backed off. “Those rules are stupid. We’re adults; we can control ourselves.”

“If that was true, then there wouldn’t be rules.” Though I’d initially been worried about the two of us not getting along as well when we were living together, what ended up happening was that we got along too well.

The first month of living together had been what I could only describe as a debauched fuckfest, and when we weren’t working or sleeping we were having sex: A lazy screw in the morning after we woke up, a quickie after breakfast, sneaking a handjob or blowjob in at lunch, a hard, fast railing as soon as we got home from work, and then some sleepy and intimate lovemaking before falling asleep.

We’d glance at each other and our clothes would come off, and I was pretty sure that on one occasion I’d made her cum eight times in a single day. I’d felt sore all over for days after that and had learned the valuable lesson that Remi would fuck until she dropped if I let her.

Eventually we’d had to set ground rules around when and how often we slept together because it was affecting our jobs. Barry—my pseudo-uncle and the person who had recruited Remi to the Future Wrestler Development league in the first place—had casually mentioned we were late to training a lot, and after that I’d set a hard limit of only having sex twice a day during the work week. I’d worried before about getting in the way of her dream, but I never thought it’d be because we couldn’t keep our hands off of each other.

I rolled my eyes and sighed when Remi began to plant slow kisses against my neck to sway me, and though it felt really good, it also couldn’t happen. “Come on, Remi, we have to be at the arena in an hour and I do not want to get caught up in Friday afternoon traffic.”

“We’ll be on time, I promise. I’m really horny so I’ll cum fast.” She must’ve seen me waver because she really began to pour it on thick. “Please? Just to calm me down? You know how nervous I get before a big match,” she whined, pitching her voice up a little while speaking directly into my ear.

The feel of her breath made me shiver, and I sighed again. I didn’t know why I bothered trying. “I already showered so we can’t have sex, but I’ll blow you as long as you eat your breakfast at the same time.”

Remi perked right up and pecked me on the corner of my lips as thanks before pulling her black leggings down to her knees so that her huge cock could pop out. Even from the corner of my eye I could see that it was still steaming from her run and throbbing eagerly at the prospect of getting some attention.

I scraped most of the protein scramble onto one of the plates I had waiting next to the stove and then knelt down in front of the cabinet, looking up into her excited blue eyes while sticking my tongue out because I knew she loved it when I made a runway for her dick to land on. She smacked her warm, slick cockhead against it a few times to give me a taste of her salty pre-cum, and then she leaned forward to feed inch after inch of it deep into my throat. After months of daily blowjobs my gag reflex was like a distant memory, so in no time she had her hot, sweaty balls pressed against my chin.

Normally I preferred to take my time when I sucked her off. I enjoyed drawing soft moans and sighs from her lips and teasing her until she begged me to make her cum. This time though I bobbed my head on her as quickly as I could, slurping grotesquely on her shaft as I used every technique in my arsenal to push her over the edge.

Eventually I noticed a lot of moaning and a distinct lack of eating sounds coming from above me, so I pulled myself off of her cock to glare up at her. “You’re supposed to be eating,” I said, my fist still twisting around the spit-slick head.

Remi poked out her bottom lip. “But you look so sexy with my dick in your mouth.” I let her go completely when she said that, and she hastily picked up her fork and leaned forward. “Okay! God.” I waited to hear the sound of her fork on the plate and some chewing sounds before I started again, sliding her right back into my throat in one smooth movement.

Every now and then she’d pause in her eating to whimper or sigh when the pleasure became too much, but like we’d agreed upon, she kept eating as I worked her over. I got lost in pleasing her, my lips and tongue sliding up and down the hot, veiny flesh, and like what usually happened when I gave her a blowjob, my own smaller dick grew hard too. At some point my hand even found its way into my shorts to gently squeeze and fondle myself while I moaned around her cock.

“You were acting so reluctant a few minutes ago, but I knew this was what you wanted,” she panted, grinning down at me again with her protein shake in hand. “You love it when I’m all sweaty and gross, you little freak.”

Though the effect was lessened by the affection in her gaze, my cheeks flushed with shame when I felt myself get harder. Sometimes it concerned me that her words turned me on so much, and worse, she was absolutely right.

I didn’t want to speculate too much about why I found strong, sweaty women so hot, but my current theory was that it stemmed from my childhood. Because of my dad’s job as a professional wrestler, I’d been cuddled and cooed over by larger than life female wrestlers ever since I could walk. Combined with the fact that I’d never had a mother, it was almost no wonder that l’d been affected by my upbringing in some perverse Freudian way.

I knew she was getting close to orgasm when she threaded her fingers into my dark hair to fuck my throat with abandon. Wet sloppy sounds filled the kitchen as drool seeped from the corners of my lips to splatter against the hardwood floor, and when I glanced up at her I saw she was chugging the protein shake I’d made for her to wash down her breakfast.

Remi grunted and groaned, grinding her hips into my face so that my nose brushed against the short hairs above her shaft, and right as I watched the final drops of her shake slide down her throat, her muscled thighs shook and she shot thick spurts of cum down mine.

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, easily filling my mouth and throat to overflowing until strands of white oozed from my lips to drip down my chin. As her blasts weakened she pulled back so that I could taste her salty and vaguely sweet seed on my tongue, and by the time she was completely done my stomach felt warm and heavy with her cum.

“Looks like we finished our protein shakes at the same time,” she panted, grinning cheekily at me while she backed away. Her entire cock was wet and shiny with my spit when it slipped out of my mouth, and without bothering to wipe it off first, she tucked herself back into her leggings.

She then picked me up to sweetly peck me on the lips before setting me back on my feet and smoothing down my messy hair. “Thank you, baby.” She briefly palmed my ass before sauntering out of the kitchen to shower, leaving me to catch my breath and clean up the drool and cum that had dripped from my lips and chin.

When my breathing calmed enough I quickly ate my own breakfast—a somewhat difficult task because my throat felt a little sore from her abuse and it seemed like half of my stomach was already filled with cum—and then I washed my face and changed into the polo shirt and slacks that made up my work uniform. Unfortunately all of that only took around ten minutes, so I settled in to wait on the couch for Remi to finish getting ready, a task that could easily take up to an hour if I didn’t rush her.

As part of her updated brand she had to be a little more presentable both in and outside of the ring. Tight leggings replaced her old sweatpants, and her oversized hoodies only saw use at home or in the gym. She had to be primped and pampered at least every couple of weeks, getting her hair and nails done professionally, and as somewhat of a tomboy she wasn’t a fan of that part especially.

Unfortunately she had little choice in the matter because she was, unsurprisingly, the current FWD women’s champion and had been for the last few months. After only two months in the league she’d become really popular among the fans because of her athleticism and wrestling skill, but it still shocked me when the decision had come from above that she would be given a shot at the title so soon after joining.

Remi was primarily an introvert and didn’t have any performance experience whatsoever, and though we worked on it almost daily, her acting and public speaking skills left a lot to be desired. She wasn’t great at improvising lines either, and the thick Texas drawl of her alter ego was inconsistent as best.

And yet she’d risen to the occasion anyway, putting on a match so exciting that she’d ended up passing a million followers across all of her social media accounts despite ultimately losing in the end. Her merchandise sales also exploded, and because of that, so did her paycheck and bonuses.

Most new wrestlers in the FWD started at around fifty thousand dollars a year, but after her impressive pay-per-view match they’d bumped that up a good amount to put her at ninety thousand. Compared to when she’d had to work two jobs just to eke out a living it was a windfall, and she’d cried in my arms for hours afterwards once we were alone.

My salary on the other hand was barely a third of hers, so yeah, she was definitely the breadwinner of the family.

Remi came back into the living room half an hour later, freshly showered and made up and dressed in some of her own merch, and then we hopped in my truck to make our way to the arena for her match. Because it was a pay-per-view event they’d rented out the Amway Center in downtown Orlando for the extra seating, meaning that I had to take the interstate to get there.

Between avoiding the piss poor driving of old people and tourists on their way to the theme parks my knuckles were white by the time we arrived at the parking garage next to the arena, and after finding a spot in the area designated for the talent, the two of us headed into the employee entrance with her suitcase full of gear. From there we found our way to the women’s changing room, parting with a quick peck on the lips before she went inside to get ready while I went in the opposite direction to help with setting up before the crowds arrived.

While I didn’t mind helping out because the support staff were expected to pitch in during big events, my actual job was as an assistant coach and trainer. I mostly worked with the newest recruits, using what I’d learned from both my sports nutrition degree and from watching my dad to fine-tune their diets and training programs. It amazed me sometimes how many of them didn’t have the first clue about what to eat and do to gain muscle.

Despite my knowledge, most of the male wrestlers didn’t take me seriously because of my physique. I was lean and toned and strong but I wasn’t big and bulky like the typical male pro-wrestler, and as a result they mostly assigned me to work with the women since my body was exactly what they wanted to achieve.

Though Remi wasn’t particularly pleased with the number of young women I worked with, I didn’t mind it too much. They were much more open to feedback as the guys tended to think that they knew everything already, usually to their own detriment.

The next few hours were hectic as I served as a gopher slash errand boy, setting up merch tables and helping to test out the sound and light systems, and when the fans arrived for the show, I went to go find Remi again.

Since she was defending her title and would be the last match of the night we had to do a lot of waiting around in between her various interviews and promo shoots, and it was during those moments that we watched the other matches on the big screens backstage along with the rest of the staff and wrestling talent.

It was a pretty good show overall with everyone performing at their peaks, but as the time for her to go on drew closer, we eventually had to leave and isolate ourselves so that she could get into the correct headspace to transform into Remi Raige.

Even after all these months of performing for thousands she still got nervous, pacing and walking in circles and trying to hype herself up while fighting down the sickness threatening to bubble up. It reminded me of her first big event where she’d had to wrestle for a crowd of ten thousand for the very first time, and she’d actually thrown up in the locker room right before it was her turn to go on.

But once her intro music came on all that nervous energy was channeled into adrenaline, and like a flip had been switched she became the cheerful and endlessly optimistic Remi Raige. She’d delivered in spades, and now she was headlining an event with almost double the amount of fans in attendance.

Her opponent came up a few minutes before she was set to go out, greeting us warmly and wishing Remi luck. She was a tattooed, dark-haired former MMA champion who went by Cindy Block, and she was the complete opposite of Remi in every way.

Whereas Remi was billed as a powerhouse grappler, Cindy was a striker who preferred to use kicks and punches to wear her opponents down and keep them at a distance. It made her a bad matchup for Remi who needed to get in close to do most of her moves, and when the heavy metal of Cindy’s intro music came on, we watched on the backstage monitor as she stomped out to the ring while the audience booed.

The current storyline was that she’d called Remi out as a failed Olympian who, unlike Cindy, couldn’t make it to the highest level of her sport, and she was now looking to be both an MMA champion and a pro wrestling champion. Their match was the culmination of months of back and forth and interfering in each other’s fights, so everyone was eager to see if Cindy was right about Remi just being lucky and never having met a real competitor up to this point.

When Cindy’s music faded the stage manager gave Remi the signal to start getting ready to go out, and that’s when I handed her the women’s championship belt so that she could throw it over one of her massive shoulders.

“Go to work,” I said, smacking her hard on the ass. I’d learned that it worked wonders for getting her out of her own head, and she gave me a huge smile and nodded before turning to walk out into the arena while her own peppy and upbeat intro music started.

She bounded out onto the runway while they introduced her, looking completely at ease as she beamed and waved to the crowd. On her way down to the ring she happily high-fived fans who had their hands sticking out, and when saw children she’d lean in and let them touch her championship belt for luck. It was a small thing for her, but I knew from firsthand experience those kids would never forget the moment for the rest of their lives.

She made it to the ring and climbed inside, sticking out her ass more than was necessary as she slipped through the ropes. After nearly a year of performing as Remi Raige she could effortlessly move in ways that were playfully sexy, and I liked to think some of that was because she’d learned what drew my attention the most.

Because she had a little extra cash to burn, we’d commissioned a new custom costume just for the match. With the goal to show off as much of her hard-earned muscles as possible, it consisted of shiny red and white booty shorts and a tiny blue crop top that had a big white star in the middle, playing clear homage to the Texas state flag. She also wore a pair of tall blue boots to protect her knees in the ring, and to finish her look, she’d applied a thick coat of bright red lipstick to match the red in her shorts.

For a full thirty seconds or so she continued hyping up the crowd, parading around the ring with her championship belt raised high as the fans cheered her on, and she only handed her belt off to the referee when Cindy began to loudly complain.

They started in opposite corners of the ring, Remi grinning and Cindy scowling, and when the bell rang they ran full speed at each other. Unfortunately Cindy was faster and able to get the first shot in, hitting Remi with a superkick to the face that sent her falling to the mat like a rock to the horrified gasps of the crowd. While she was dazed and struggling to get back up, Cindy quickly straddled her to rain down punches so quick and powerful that Remi could only cover her face and try to shield herself from the blows.

Eventually Cindy grew tired though, and seeing her chance to retaliate, Remi used her incredible strength to shove her opponent away and send her flying halfway across the ring to land hard on her side. Cindy stumbled back to feet, and the moment she did, Remi knocked her back down to the mat with a brutal spear. Sensing an opportunity Remi tried to go for an early pin, but the referee barely got to a one count before Cindy kicked out and slithered away to regroup.

They went back and forth like that for a long five minutes, neither one of them gaining a significant upper hand over the other. Remi performed a couple of her signature moves like the Raigebomb and a newer move where she picked her opponent up and threw them back first into the bannister, but when even those weren’t enough to put Cindy away, her frustration began to show.

In her desperation to finish things Remi performed a vicious superplex—a move which involved slamming both Cindy and herself onto their backs from the top rope—that left the two of them writhing in pain on the mat while the crowd went crazy, and rightfully so. Like most of the moves the women had performed over the course of the match it was a crowd pleaser, and what made it doubly exciting was that Remi hadn’t done it before and it was outside of her expected skill set as a grappler.

To the shock of everyone it still wasn’t enough to keep Cindy down, and things took a turn for the worst when the former fighter was the first to crawl to her feet. Though Remi tried to block it she took a hard knee to the ribs that completely laid her out, and the crowd collectively gasped and booed when the woman wrapped Remi up into a submission, using her own wrestling style against her.

For a little while it looked like things were over. Remi’s face contorted with agony, and no normal person could ever hope to break out of such a tight hold. But Remi wasn’t normal, and using brute strength alone she stood to her feet, lifting her opponent off of the ground and completely removing any leverage she’d had.

The volume in the stadium increased when she began to flex and strain her muscles to work her way out of the submission, and then it became deafening when she impossibly broke Cindy’s grip and twisted it into a reversal, dragging her opponent down to the mat while wrapping her arm around Cindy’s neck in a classic guillotine choke that was very quickly cutting off her air.

Though Cindy struggled mightily, Remi was simply too strong and too heavy. Right as she was on the verge of fainting she finally tapped out, officially losing the match and her chance to be the new FWD women’s champion.

Remi immediately let the woman go and jumped up and down excitedly, her long blonde hair swinging wildly around her face as she celebrated successfully defending her title. She then went to help Cindy up in a show of good sportsmanship only to have it angrily slapped away instead. Seemingly unbothered, Remi shrugged and cheerfully accepted her championship belt from the referee, and she proceeded to prance around the ring while taking in the roaring shouts of her fans.

The energy in the arena felt palpable as twenty thousand people chanted her name and she ate up every bit of it, climbing up to the top rope to do her victory dance. She may have been playing a character that was nothing like her actual self, but I could see that the exhilaration on her face was very real.

I was waiting backstage when she came in still grinning, and she picked me up and spun me around before planting a sloppy kiss on my lips. She was hot and sweaty and exhausted, and I personally thought she’d never looked hotter.

“Awesome match,” I said when she set me back down. “You really sold that knee to the ribs Cindy gave you. It looked so real it even worried me.”

“Oh, no, she actually kicked me pretty hard,” Remi said with a laugh, lifting her tank top to show me the purple bruise already forming. “But it was completely worth it. If she hadn’t knocked the wind out of me I don’t think I could’ve sold it as well.”

I frowned at that, because while it was completely normal and even expected to take some hits, I never liked it when she got hurt. Professional wrestling was predetermined, but it wasn’t fake; The pain and injuries wrestlers received clearly showed that.

Noticing this, Remi smiled wider. “Aw, are you worried about me?” she teased.

“Of course I am. Come on, let’s go get you some ice.”

I turned on my heel to lead her to the medical room, but stopped short when I spotted Barry walking directly towards us.

“Hey, can I talk to you guys for a minute?” he asked with a frustratingly blank face.

Remi and I glanced at each other with a bit of worry. As far as I knew neither of us had done anything wrong and she’d just given the performance of a lifetime besides, but stranger things had happened in the business.

We followed him up into one of the expensive VIP suites where the executives and high rollers would sit during events. They had all kinds of alcohol and catering set up against the far wall, and though it looked and smelled really good, I’d never had less of an appetite as I waited to hear what he would say. He motioned for us to take a seat on one of the couches and then sat in the armchair next to us, leaning forward with clasped hands.

“So, I’ll get right into it. I got a call from upstairs a little while ago. A spot opened up, and they want you to fly out to San Antonio next week to take part in this year’s Battle Royale.”

I stared back at him, not sure if I’d heard him correctly, but I must have as Remi’s eyes had gone wide and her body completely rigid.

The Battle Royale was an annual event put on by the SWF where thirty women duked it out for a chance at the Women’s World Title. The match typically started with two wrestlers, and after a few minutes of fighting each other, every sixty seconds a new challenger would run out to join the fight. The only way to eliminate an opponent was to throw them over the top rope of the ring, and at the end of it the last woman standing would get to challenge the current champion at Battlemania, the biggest wrestling event in the world.

The main appeal of the Battle Royale was that you never knew who would come out next. It could be a brand new wrestler from the FWD, a middle of the road jobber, or even a retired Hall of Fame Legend. It was a hugely popular event that no pro wrestling fan would dare miss, so it was an amazing opportunity for Remi to get in front of a lot of new eyeballs worldwide.

Because of that it was also completely terrifying, and one glance at her face showed exactly how she felt about wrestling in front of a live crowd of tens of thousands.

“What?” Remi squeaked, blinking rapidly.

“The event is next week,” Barry continued, “and if you can get over with the crowd—which I know you will—your time with the FWD will end and you’ll be promoted to the main roster. Congratulations.” He grinned and held out his hand, and Remi took it with disbelief.

“We really owe you for taking a chance on Remi in the first place,” I said when it became clear that Remi was too shell-shocked to reply.

Barry waved me off. “Nah, you two deserve it, and I’m proud of how far you’ve come in such a short amount of time. If I’d known this was happening ahead of time I might’ve had some champagne or something ready, but you know how the boss is,” he said, rolling his eyes.

I slipped my hand into Remi’s to help bring her back down to Earth, and though it took a minute, her shoulders finally relaxed a bit as she beamed excitedly. In just under a week we’d be flying back home to Texas, and if she did as well as I expected, we’d be there to stay.


Chapter 2

Our plane touched down in San Antonio at a little past noon, and after dropping our things off at the hotel we immediately headed to the Alamodome to check out the facilities.

The arena was massive, making the Amway Center Remi had wrestled in the week prior look like a high school gymnasium, and since the SWF had booked it for the Battle Royale it meant they were expecting a crowd of at least fifty thousand. Remi too seemed to notice the same thing, suddenly wide awake despite being exhausted up until that point.

It had been a long week of paperwork, training, and packing, and because we still had our jobs with the FWD we couldn’t exactly take time off to prepare for the trip. Remi had had a match the night before in fact, and while it hadn’t been nearly as long or intense as the one against Cindy, it was still tiring and she’d taken a few hard bumps. Worse we hadn’t gotten home until nearly midnight, and because we’d had to get up at five in the morning to make it to the airport, we were both dragging ass.

Security let us through the employee entrance when we showed them our passes, and as we walked around and greeted the other wrestlers, I was embarrassed to notice that I was easily the more star-struck of the two of us. I knew most of them already because up until my father’s death I’d been backstage a lot, but that didn’t change the fact that they were superstars in my eyes. Their skill and dedication to the sport was on another level, and I respected them all.

Though I’d been prepared to get condolences, it was honestly a lot more overwhelming than I’d expected. Everyone had a few kind words to say about my dad, and there was something a little funny about them only having good things to say about one of the greatest heels of all time.

Still it made me really sad to think about him, and noticing that I was becoming more withdrawn with each person we met, Remi whisked me away in search of a place where we could be alone. I smiled gratefully at her and she returned it, holding my hand and running interference if anyone tried to stop us.

Eventually we ended up in the arena proper and found a couple of seats near the middle of the mostly empty stadium to take a break, looking down at the ring being set up in the center.

“I can’t believe we actually made it here,” Remi said, her voice full of wonder as she watched the event staff bustle around below us. “I’m doing what I love with the person I love, and that’s because of you.”

“It’s not because of me, it’s because of your hard work and talent. Especially your talent in your bed.“ She blushed, and I grinned. “I’m serious. Your cock is probably the thing I’d miss the most if we ever broke up,” I only half joked. I expected her to laugh, but instead she went deathly quiet.

“You’ve thought about breaking up?”

I blinked at her question, wondering how the hell she’d gotten that from what I’d said. “What? No! I’m just saying, if we did.”

“If you don’t mean it then don’t fucking say it,” she snapped with a scary look on her face.

“Sorry, I was kidding.” I was taken aback by her reaction to what I’d thought was obviously meant to be a joke, and seeing my surprised frown, she sighed.

“No, I’m sorry, it’s just…I get worried sometimes, you know? I see you helping out the new girls all the time, and they’re so much smaller and cuter than me.”

“Remi, I help them because it’s my job, and if anyone should be worried, it’s me. You’re tall, blonde, sexy, and about to be a star. I’m going to have to start working on my dropkicks to keep the other guys away.”

She smiled at my joke this time, but it looked forced. “I guess it doesn’t matter anymore. If I move up, you’ll have to quit working at the FWD anyway.” When I didn’t answer right away, she narrowed her eyes. “You are quitting, right? To travel with me?”

“Well, yeah, but if we end up moving back to Texas I still need to find a job,” I said.

Remi frowned. “No, you don’t. I already make enough now to support the both of us, and you said we’d move back to your house if I got called up so we’ll save even more money. I don’t see the problem.”

“It’s not about the money, Remi. I figured out while working at the training center that I really liked helping wrestlers become the best version of themselves, and I want to find a job where I can do that.”

“So do that for me, just like you have been. We can make it official with a contract and paycheck and everything,” she offered.

I rolled my eyes. “You’re my girlfriend, not my client, and I’m not sure if I want to mix business with our relationship. I’m not saying no, but we need to have a conversation about it before making any big decisions. Okay?”

She pursed her lips at my answer, and while I could tell that she didn’t like what I’d had to say, she still nodded and sighed. I leaned my head on her large shoulder as a way to show my thanks for her understanding and she immediately rested hers on top of mine in return. After a week of running around and getting things in order for our last-minute trip, it was nice to finally have some time together to just do nothing and relax.

“Auggie!” a loud voice called from below us, and we both glanced down at the arena floor to see a tall, gorgeous blonde beaming and waving excitedly at me. When she saw that I’d noticed her, she sprinted up the stairs and pulled me out of my seat to crush me in her strong arms. “Oh my god, you’re actually here! When people said you were around I didn’t believe it.”

“Hey, Hailey,” I said, grinning and returning the hug. Despite my somewhat cool reaction, I really was glad to see her. I hadn’t been expecting to see her—not today, at least—but in many ways she was my best friend, even if I hadn’t talked to her at all since my dad’s funeral.

She pulled away to glare down at me. “Don’t ‘Hey Hailey’ me. I was so worried when you stopped answering my calls.”

Embarrassed, I ducked my head and shrugged. “Sorry, I was in a pretty dark place last year, and I kind of cut off everything that had to do with wrestling. I meant to reach out when I got my head screwed on straight again, but I guess I felt guilty about ignoring you for so long.”

“You know I’d never hold that against you, especially not after what happened,” she said, her expression softening. “The only reason I didn’t get on a plane was because Barry said he’d seen you and that you were doing okay, so I figured it was only me you didn’t want to talk to.”

“Is the guilt tripping ever going to stop at some point?” I mumbled.

“At some point,” she teased. She finally looked over my head and noticed Remi staring at us with sharp eyes. “Oh, hi, I’m Hailey. Remi, right? I’ve seen some of your matches and you’re definitely main roster material.”

My eyebrows rose at the compliment. It was high praise because Hailey was a pretty talented wrestler herself, but unlike Remi who played a good guy she was a heel and a high flyer. Most of her bigger moves involved launching herself off of the top rope and acrobatically flipping around to deliver brutal blows to her opponents, and because she’d been a daredevil for as long as I’d known her it hadn’t come as much of a surprise when she’d chosen to make aerial attacks the backbone of her moveset.

As the granddaughter of SWF owner and billionaire Sean McFadden, her ring persona as a bratty, spoiled rich girl was a heightened version of her actual self. She’d been on the main roster for two years already, but despite having all of the company’s resources at her disposal she wasn’t all that popular.

Remi shook Hailey’s hand with a tight smile, positioning herself half in front of me in the process, and seeing them standing right in front of each other I was surprised to notice that although Remi was definitely more jacked they were nearly the same height. “Thanks. You know Auggie?”

“Of course I do, we grew up together. He was always on the road with his dad and my grandpa owns the company, so we’d be hanging out backstage and at the hotels pretty much every week.”

“Auggie never mentioned that,” Remi flatly replied, glancing back at me with a look that made me shrink.

“I’m not surprised, the only thing he ever talks about is wrestling,” Hailey said with a fond roll of her eyes. “So he’s managing you, then? I was trying to get him to manage me for the longest, but he always refused.”

“Actually, I’m his girlfriend.”

Hailey recoiled a bit and blinked. “Oh. Really?”

“Yeah, we’ve been dating for almost a year now.” As if to prove it Remi slipped her hand into mine, squeezing it with more force than I felt was necessary.

“Oh. I see.” Hailey shook her head again and smiled. “Wow, look at you, Aug. Getting yourself a girlfriend and everything.” An awkward silence settled over us after that, Remi with a blank look on her face while Hailey kept smiling strangely at the both of us. I wasn’t sure what either of them was thinking about, but since I was the only thing they had in common I figured it was up to me to smooth the situation over.

“Since you’re in San Antonio, does that mean you’re doing the Battle Royale this year?” I asked her for lack of anything better to say, and I was relieved when Hailey took the bait.

“I am! It’s only my second one and I’m not definitely not winning this year, but I get to be in the ring for a good amount of time so it’s okay.” She paused for a moment, and then her eyes lit up as she looked at Remi. “If we’re going to be in the ring at the same time, the three of us should work out some moves that’ll help put you over. I miss training with Auggie and having him yell at me for being sloppy.”

The unexpected offer made me suspicious. Though I wanted to agree because it was a very generous one that would be great for Remi’s career, I also knew that Hailey could be shrewd. Few people knew it because she liked to feign vapidity, but she had a good reason for nearly everything she did. If she was so willing to help Remi stand out then she was getting something in return.

It didn’t matter in the end as Remi answered for the both of us. “Thanks for the offer, but we’re actually heading back to our room now. We had an early morning,” she said, smiling blandly.

“Oh, okay, then I guess I’ll see you guys for the run through tomorrow. It was so great seeing you, Auggie. We really need to catch up soon.” Hailey looked like she wanted to hug me again, and apparently noticing the same thing, Remi tugged me closer into her side.

“Yeah, sure,” I replied. I wanted to say more but Remi clearly wasn’t having it, pulling me bodily down the stairs and towards the arena exit.

She continued to drag me by the hand until we were well outside of the building, and the entire time she didn’t say a word. It wasn’t all that unusual for her to be quiet, but it was never like this.

“Everything okay?” I asked. I wasn’t a complete idiot. It was obvious enough that something about Hailey had rubbed her the wrong way, and the timing had been pretty awful considering that she’d just told me she felt uneasy when other women touched me. For a gorgeous young woman to accost me only a few minutes later was almost comedic.

Without breaking her stride, Remi answered. “Fine.”

“You don’t seem fine. Look, I know Hailey can be a lot, but she really is nice. I think you two would get along great.”

“I’m sure.”

Hearing that, I sighed. She didn’t seem to be interested in hearing what I had to say for the time being so I decided to let it drop. When she was ready to actually talk to me, she would.

We grabbed an early dinner at a small restaurant that was on the way to the hotel, and I knew something was really wrong when she only ate half of her meal. Normally she’d finish hers and then half of mine, so for her to not have an appetite was concerning. She only spoke to me when it was absolutely necessary and seemed content to alternate between glowering at me and at anyone unfortunate enough to meet her gaze.

Things were looking grim, and Remi’s behavior reminded me of one of my dad’s many unasked for kernels of advice: You know a woman is angry when she yells, but you know you’re in danger when she’s quiet.

By the time we made it back to the hotel I’d fully resigned myself to a night of being ignored, so that’s why I was understandably surprised to find myself pressed up against the door of our room the moment it clicked shut. She crowded me to the point where I felt smothered, using her much larger body to keep me from moving a single inch.

Bewildered by the sudden change I could only grunt as she leaned down to roughly claim my lips with a violent kiss, and disturbingly, I immediately grew hard.

“Hold on, can we talk first?” I panted, pulling my head away for air and to figure out what the hell was going on with her.

Rather than answer, she spun me around and shoved my chest up against the wooden door. She ripped off my shirt and pulled my jeans and boxer briefs down to my ankles in one smooth movement to leave me naked, and then her hands came up to spread my defenseless cheeks.

I groaned when her large tongue pushed its way past my sphincter, briefly slithering and swirling it around inside of me to get me ready. After only a minute of licking she backed away to spit right onto my hole before standing and using the fat head of her cock to spread it around, and satisfied that I was wet enough, she removed her own clothes and then lined herself up to force half of her shaft inside of me in one go.

My breath left me in a rush. It stung something fierce, and for once I was glad that I hadn’t had a chance to shower after the quickie we’d shared right before leaving for the airport that morning. I was still somewhat slick from the lube and her leftover cum that hadn’t slid out of me, so with only a few sharp thrusts from her hips I loosened to the point where she could slide in and out of me without too much effort.

Apparently noticing the same thing Remi shoved herself as deep as she could, burying herself in my warm hole while I gasped again at the suddenness of it. Because she hadn’t given me a chance to adjust I felt stretched to the limit by her thick cock, my own dick dangling uselessly as she began slamming her hips against my ass so powerfully that the sound of slapping skin echoed in the quiet room.

I was completely at her mercy as she railed me, one hand holding my hip while the other wrapped itself around my neck. She hunched closely over me, her much larger body covering mine so completely that I couldn’t move as her hard nipples slid against my sweaty back. There was a desperation to her thrusts, and her hand squeezed my neck until I found it hard to breathe.

There were no dirty words, no playful banter, just guttural grunts and moans as she took out her frustrations on my ass. Being pushed and pulled onto her thick cock like I was, I felt a lot more like a convenient sex toy for her to dump her load into than any kind of boyfriend.

As much as I wished the thought didn’t turn me on more, out of nowhere I exploded. Like what always happened when I came on Remi’s dick, intense pleasure radiated from my core to spread to every inch of my shaking body.

The only difference in my orgasm this time was that my cum dribbled out of my slit in one long, continuous stream rather than the short spurts that I was used to. It ended up being flung everywhere as she didn’t slow her fucking at all, and in fact her hips seemed to move even faster as I unwillingly whimpered and clenched down on her shaft.

I felt a second burst of pleasure that made my knees give out and my already muddled mind go blank, and as much as I wanted to beg her to stop, I couldn’t form a single word. I was at the complete mercy of her cock, panting and moaning and drooling like getting fucked by her was my only purpose in life.

At the peak of her orgasm Remi sunk her teeth into the space between my neck and shoulder, moaning so loudly that I was sure the entire floor heard her. After releasing a few spurts inside of me, she pulled out to splatter my ass and back with her hot cum like she was marking her property. When she was done hosing me down she stumbled backwards to sit down hard on the bed, breathing hard and sweating, and unable to hold myself up without her support I slumped to the floor to lie in our combined mess.

Maybe it was five minutes or maybe it was ten, but eventually I regained enough of my faculties to push myself to my feet. I winced at the tender feeling in my ass, and it was just manageable enough for me to stumble on shaky legs to plop down next to her on the bed. She hadn’t moved an inch since finishing with me and was staring listlessly at her lap with a miserable frown.

“Since you’re done fucking me within an inch of my life, can we talk now?” I sarcastically asked when it became clear that she wasn’t planning to speak first.

Remi took a small breath, and to my relief she finally said something that was more than one or two words. “Did you and Hailey ever hook up?” she asked in a rush. Her muscles tensed as she braced herself for the answer, especially the ones forming her frown.

“What? No, she’s like my sister.”

“If she’s really like your sister then it’s even weirder that you haven’t mentioned her.”

“That’s not exactly fair. I don’t know anything about your friends or family either,” I pointed out.

A dark look crossed her face, though I noticed there was some sadness in it too. “Fine. You want to know about my family? My mother walked out on me when I was six because I wasn’t the daughter she wanted, and after twenty years of pushing me to wrestle, my dad kicked me out the second I said that I was done trying for the Olympics. I didn’t have any friends that I could turn to because he’d isolated me, and I was homeless for two weeks before the gym I showered at took pity on me and gave me a job.”

I could only stare back at her, dumbfounded. I hadn’t known any of that. I’d figured she wasn’t close with her family because she always bristled and changed the subject whenever I brought them up, but I never imagined that it could be anything so terrible.

While I was angry that she’d had to go through so much because of her parents, I also felt a little relieved because a lot of her behavior made perfect sense to me now. I’d taken a psychology class as part of my degree, and she really did have all of the classic signs of abandonment issues: Clinginess, jealousy, possessiveness, low self-esteem, the constant worry that I would leave her for someone better—it all seemed so obvious now that I was shocked I’d missed it.

“Is that what you wanted to know?” Remi continued when I was quiet for too long. “That everyone who was supposed to love me abandoned me? All I have is this and all I have is you, so I’m sorry if I panic a little when I see other girls trying to take you away right in front of me.” She clenched her jaw hard, holding back frustrated tears, and I felt my heart break.

Truthfully I felt under equipped to help her. Reassurances would only go so far, and it wasn’t realistic for me to just never go near other women. Still I had to try, and I grabbed her hand until she looked at me.

“Remi, no one’s trying to take me away,” I said.

Remi glared at me so angrily that I thought she might actually take a swing. “I hate how fucking oblivious you are sometimes. You really don’t see the way the girls you train smile at you? Always touching you and hugging you and calling you cute?”

“Because they see me as a little brother, not as any kind of romantic prospect.”

“Then what about Hailey?” she asked, scoffing. “You saw the look on her face when we told her we were dating.”

“She was surprised, just like everyone else we tell. Plus I’ve never had a real girlfriend before you either, so she was probably extra shocked.” Her face remained angry, so I leaned close and wrapped my arms around her waist. “You know I love you, right? Even if you don’t trust them, you can trust me. I’m not going anywhere.”

She didn’t reply, pulling away from my grasp to lie down and face the balcony window, and I sighed. This was supposed to be a good weekend, where Remi finally took another step towards her dream of being the SWF women’s champion. Instead we were fighting over something that hadn’t even happened, and as I stared at her large back in the low light of our hotel room I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread gnawing at my gut.


Chapter 3

When I woke up the next morning, Remi was gone.

I shot up in bed and panicked for a few seconds because of our argument the night before, but then I spotted her bags in the corner right where we’d left them. I was immediately relieved that she hadn’t left me completely, and after thinking about it a little more, I figured it was much more likely that she’d just gone for a run or to find food.

Still, I was surprised that I hadn’t heard her leave. I was normally a light sleeper and woke up pretty easily, but then she had gone a hell of a lot harder on me than usual. My body ached even after a full night of sleep, and my butt especially.

I dragged myself out of bed and found my phone in my discarded jeans, and any hopes I’d had that she would be back soon so we could try to talk quickly crumbled when I checked my texts. She’d sent me a message saying she’d left early to go to the stadium for training, and that she didn’t need me to tag along.

In the grand scheme of things it wasn’t a big deal, but it hurt me more than I expected. I always helped her figure out what moves she should do and ran through them with her, so for her to suddenly decide that she didn’t need me at all anymore was a blow that I wasn’t prepared for. I’d hoped that most of her stress stemmed from her fatigue and that some rest would put her in a better mood, but apparently not.

For the next few minutes I allowed myself to feel sorry for myself before deciding it’d do me better to get out and clear my head, and after taking a quick shower to rid myself of Remi’s pungent dried cum and sweat I threw on a clean set of clothes to go for a walk.

Right as I was exiting the elevator I spotted Hailey making herself some coffee at the breakfast bar. It made sense she’d be in the hotel too—the SWF booked whole hotels for the talent and crew when doing shows on the road—but she was probably the last person I wanted to see at that moment.

She smiled brightly when she saw me and walked over, though it dropped as soon as she got close enough to see my face. “Hey, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing, just gonna go out to grab some coffee,” I mumbled.

She immediately threw her freshly made cup in the trash and fell into step beside me. “Great, I’ll join you.”

“Don’t you have work soon?”

Hailey waved me off. “My grandpa owns the company. What’re they gonna do, fire me? Besides, it totally fits with my gimmick as the bratty problem child to blow off training. It’ll be fine, and I really want to catch up.” When I still looked hesitant, she stopped walking and put her hands on her hips to frown down at me. “It’s the least you can do for ignoring me for a year,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, but it was such a classic Hailey move that I couldn’t stop a small smile from popping up on my face. “So the guilt tripping thing wasn’t over after all. Fine, let’s go.”

“Great!” she chirped, sliding her arm through mine and pulling me through the hotel doors into the warm Texas air.

It felt like old times as we walked along the river running through downtown San Antonio. Since we were kids we’d walked around the cities our parents were working in, taking in the sights and trying out the best local restaurants. Back then it’d seemed like those fun and hectic days would never end, even if the times I was referring to had only been a few years ago.

It was a lot of fun hanging out with Hailey again, but truthfully it was Remi that I wanted to be sightseeing with. I’d been looking forward to showing off a bit by bringing her to all of my favorite places and watching her face light up, though the way things were going it felt like I’d never see her smile again.

It was as we were sipping coffee and eating cream cheese slathered bagels that Hailey finally leaned close to glare at me, her green eyes stern but curious. “So when’re we gonna talk about why you’re here with me instead of down at the arena with Remi? A wrestling freak like you would never miss the chance to hang out ringside.”

I lamely shrugged my shoulders and glanced away. “She didn’t want me to go with her.”

Hailey winced. “Oh, yikes. It wasn’t my fault, was it?”

It was very tempting to say something snide like “what the hell do you think?”, but I just barely managed to hold it in. Though Hailey had definitely rubbed Remi the wrong way, it wasn’t fair to say that it was her fault.

“No, you didn’t really do anything. She just gets a little jealous of every girl who gets within three feet of me.”

“I can see that,” Hailey said, motioning to the faint bruises and the love bite on my neck that Remi had given me the night before. I flushed red and self-consciously adjusted the collar of my t-shirt. I’d been so depressed that morning I’d frankly forgotten about it. “I kind of understand, though. I had a crush on you too when we were kids, and used to get super jealous when you played with the other girls. Hell, I still get jealous.”

“Funny,” I shot back, rolling my eyes.

She nudged my shoulder and laughed. “I’m serious! You were so sweet, and supportive, and cute, and you were the one who made me want to be a wrestler in the first place, remember? We used to play-wrestle together, and you taught me a bunch of moves that I use today.”

I smiled remembering the younger Hailey, back when she had curly brown hair and crooked canine teeth and didn’t tower half a foot over me.

“I only said you should be a wrestler because you were fearless. I’ve never seen anyone be so eager to do a backflip off of a balcony into a swimming pool before. Actually, you should totally do that move tomorrow; it’s always a huge crowd pleaser.” Hailey didn’t answer, and when I glanced up at her, she was grinning. “What?”

“I miss watching you talk about wrestling. Your eyes still get all wide and bright,’’ she said, reaching down to grab my hand. “I always wish we could go back to those days. You know, when it was just the two of us hanging out together and talking about what we were going to be in the future.”

Feeling a little uncomfortable with the contact, I very quickly took my hand out of hers. We’d been holding hands since when we were kids—mostly because Hailey had had the tendency to wander off and someone had to keep her from getting lost—but as an adult with a girlfriend, it didn’t seem like a particularly good idea.

“Yeah, it was fun. We should head back though; Remi will be done with her training soon, and I really wanna catch her before she can run off on me again,” I said.

Hailey briefly pursed her lips, but it was replaced by a wan smile a moment later. “Sure thing.”

As we turned to walk back to our hotel I not so subtly shifted the conversation back to wrestling, figuring that it was a much safer topic than my flailing relationship, and in no time at all we were back in the hotel lobby.

I turned to look up at her and smiled. “Thanks for listening to my bitching for the last couple of hours. I really needed this.”

“Of course, I’m just happy to see you mostly back to your old self. You don’t know how worried I was when you shut yourself away, Auggie. I honestly wasn’t sure if I’d ever see you again.” She bit her lip and stepped closer, crowding me like Remi had the night before. “Hey, do you want to raid the mini-bar in my room? Like we used to? We’re both over twenty-one now so no one’s going to yell at us for it, and I promise not to kiss you this time,” she joked.

I cringed remembering the brief, awkward peck on the lips we’d shared as teenagers. We’d agreed the next morning to forget it’d happened for the sake of our friendship but apparently neither of us had, and there was an eager look on Hailey’s face as she waited for my answer that made me think maybe Remi wasn’t being totally crazy.

“I think I need some time alone. You know, get my head together before I see my girlfriend again so I can figure out what to say to her. Besides, I’m not sure if it’s a good idea for you to get drunk the night before you take on twenty-nine other women.”

She laughed, but to my ears it sounded hollow. “Well, good luck. I hope you two can work things out.” We briefly hugged, and with a final wave I got in one of the elevators and headed up to my floor. Remi would be back from rehearsal soon, and I really needed to figure out what I was going to say to her.

To my surprise she was already waiting for me on the armchair next to our bed when I walked through the door, and when she looked up at me with red-rimmed blue eyes it was immediately clear to me she’d cried. She tried to smile at me, but her lips ended up twitching downwards instead.

I walked over and perched myself on one of her thighs before hugging her tightly. Knowing now that she needed my reassurance it felt like the right thing to do, and when she finally relaxed against me I knew that it was.

“I thought the worst when you weren’t here after I got back, especially when I didn’t see Hailey at practice today,” she mumbled.

“Well, we did get coffee, but as normal friends.” Her eyes flashed angrily and her expression became pinched, so I cupped her cheeks to force her to look at me. “Is that why you left without me? Because you didn’t want me to see Hailey?”

She looked guilty, but nodded. “I didn’t want to see her putting her hands all over you again. I’m pushing you away, aren’t I?”

“You’re not pushing me away. It’ll take a lot more than that to get rid of me.”

“You promise?” she asked, voice small.

“I promise. We all have our shit, and I can’t imagine what it feels like to have shitty parents who would willingly leave such an amazing person. Mine just died on me.”

Remi raised her eyebrows. “I don’t know how the both of us not having parents is supposed to make me feel any better.”

“Who said I was trying to make you feel better? I was just pointing out that you’re all I have too.” I flushed right after, feeling awkward and uncomfortable after saying something so cheesy, but seeing the huge smile on her face made any embarrassment I had to endure completely worth it. “So, um, how was the first rehearsal? Do you feel ready for tomorrow night?”

She smirked at me, clearly aware of what I was doing, and I was grateful that she let me change the subject anyway. “Honestly? I’m pretty stressed out. The match is a lot more scripted than I’m used to, and there’s so much to remember. I’m really hoping I can pick everything up after the final run through tomorrow.”

“You will. If it helps, there’s so much going on that Battle Royales are never perfect, and you really only have to remember your own spots and then stay out of the way the rest of the time. Just relax and follow the flow of the match like you always do.” Because she still looked tense I reached down and rested my hand on the crotch of her shorts to feel her warm bulge. “Want me to help you relax?” I murmured into her ear.

Remi nodded eagerly, so I slid my hand into her brightly colored spandex shorts to pull out her cock while at the same time leaning in to kiss her. It very quickly became filthy as she shoved her tongue into my mouth, and when I squeezed her hardening shaft she began to squirm and hump her hips against my hand. I couldn’t help but be amazed by how hot and heavy it felt in my grip, its large head already leaking a sticky stream of pre-cum over my fingers.

I let her go and stood to remove my clothes, and from the corner of my eye I watched her cock jump. I didn’t have the rippling abs, bulging biceps, or dancing pecs that most women wanted, so it never failed to surprise me that she found my smooth and lean body so attractive. Sometimes I felt she deserved to be with someone at least her size or bigger, though admittedly that probably would’ve limited her dating pool to bodybuilders and fellow pro wrestlers.

I removed her shorts so that she was sitting on the chair in just her sports bra, and then I straddled her lap so that our dicks rubbed against each other. There was a rather comical difference between them in both length and girth, but with me sitting on her lap the size disparity became a little less pronounced.

With my hands clasped I jerked the both of us off, using the pre-cum still bubbling from her pink tip as lubrication. While my hands glided up and down our shafts, steadily pushing us towards the edge of no return, her hands slid over my smooth warm skin to greedily touch every surface of my body that she could reach. They concentrated on squeezing and kneading my ass, though every now and then she’d tweak a nipple and smirk when I gasped.

She mauled me like a woman possessed for a few more minutes, and then one of her large palms came up to cup the back of my head to pull me in for a wet, sloppy kiss. It felt like she was trying to swallow my face, her lips sucking on mine and her slippery tongue sliding against my gums and teeth.

She only let me go when her breaths came too fast for her to hold the kiss, and then she leaned back in her chair as the pleasure began to overwhelm her. I could tell by the way she grit her teeth that she was trying to hold back so that our playtime would last even a second longer, but I couldn’t very well have that.

“I love feeling your hard cock in my hands,” I whispered into her ear, smirking to myself when she shivered and her cheeks flushed even more. “Now I want to feel you cum for me.”

Remi whimpered, and with her eyes squeezed shut and her fingers digging into the arms of the chair she came first for once, moaning and gasping and arching her back so powerfully that I was nearly thrown from her lap. I flinched when her warm, viscous cum shot up into the air to splash on both of our chests and faces to cover us in a coating of white.

Even in the throes of her orgasm she had the presence of mind to palm my ass and pull me against herself to increase the friction of our cocks sliding against each other. One curious finger poked at my asshole, and while it was still somewhat tender from the beating it’d taken the night before, having her fingertip gently rubbing around my rim was just the extra stimulus I needed to join her over the edge.

My body seized as my cum spurted out to merge with the mess on her chest and stomach, making the already substantial amount pooling between the crevices of her abs overflow. Because I’d stopped moving my hands she replaced them with her own to keep jerking us off, but I had to stop her after only a few seconds because the stimulus became too painful to bear.

Remi slumped into her chair, and since I was leaning on her pretty heavily I had no choice but to follow. We rested our sweaty foreheads together and breathed each others’ air as we came down from the heights of our orgasms, panting harshly in the warm air of our hotel room.

When I could move again, I leaned forward to lick up a spurt of cum that had landed on her cheek and then kissed her to let her taste her own seed on my lips. “Better?” I asked.

“Mmhmm,” she hummed, tiredly smiling up at me through half-lidded eyes.

“Good.” I twisted in her lap and curled into her chest, and from my new position I could hear her heartbeat still trying to return to normal. I also heard it when she sighed, the sound of it both weary and dejected.

“I’m really sorry about the last couple of days, and especially last night. I do trust you and know you’d never hurt me, I just…lose it a little when I see other people touch you. You’re my first boyfriend, so I’m not—I don’t have a lot of experience dealing with any of this. But I don’t want you to not be friends with Hailey. You don’t have any other family, so if she’s like your sister, then I need to get to know her too.”

“You’d do that for me?”

Remi nodded. “You’re the first thing in my life that I’ve ever chosen for myself. I’d do anything to keep you,” she said, something like embarrassment creeping into her cheeks.

My chest tightened because it was quite possibly the cutest thing I’d ever seen. It was easy to forget because she was so big and strong, but Remi was still a young woman. She wanted to love and be loved just like everyone else.

“Is it a bad time to say that I really liked the way you fucked me last night?” I said.

She looked shocked for a moment, and then she threw her head back and laughed while crushing me to her chest like I was a giant teddy bear. “Oh, Auggie. You should not have told me that.”

The heat in her sharp blue eyes and the feel of her cock stirring back to life beneath me made me gulp.

Something told me that I was in for a long night.


Chapter 4

Compared to her championship match only a week before, the energy backstage during the Battle Royale was ten times as chaotic. While I was mostly used to it—I’d been to dozens of similar events, after all—Remi was a bundle of panicked nerves. When she wasn’t pacing around and muttering to herself she was obsessively taking peeks at the crowd and trying not to vomit when she saw how many people there were.

The women’s Battle Royale match had been underway for a good fifteen minutes and six women had already been eliminated, and as she was the fourteenth wrestler slated to go out to the ring, it was almost her turn.

“Here, take a drink,” I said, handing her a bottle of water.

Remi took a small sip and gave me a watery smile as thanks. “You’d think I’d stop getting so nervous after doing this for so long. Imagine if I’d actually made it to the Olympics; I wouldn’t have been able to do anything.”

“This is your first SWF event, and it’s one of the biggest of the year. I don’t think anyone would blame you for being nervous.”

She finally relaxed at that, her shoulders falling away from her ears, but when the stage manager told her she was going out in thirty seconds Remi looked like she was having a panic attack all over again.

I grabbed her arm and forced her to look at me. “I’ll be right here when you get back. I’ll love you no matter what happens, but I’ll love you even more if you do really well and get us the fuck out of Florida.” My stupid joke seemed to work as she calmed down enough to laugh, and after I gave her the usual hard smack on the ass, she turned away to jog out to the ring and join the fray while her intro music blasted from the stadium speakers.

For her costume this time we’d decided on short blue jean shorts and a bright red, cropped tank top that matched her lipstick. Bright white sneakers completed the look, making her the perfect picture of a cheerful, all-American country girl.

Like usual she excitedly interacted with the crowd by offering high fives to those who wanted them. The moment she entered the ring, she easily picked up the closest wrestler and threw her over the top rope, eliminating her in all of two seconds. Her show of brute strength seemed to play really well with those who didn’t know her as there were a lot of dropped jaws in the audience, and if I hadn’t witnessed it myself I wouldn’t have believed that she’d ever been nervous a day in her life.

“Aw, that was cute,” Hailey said, sidling up to stand next to me as I watched Remi perform on the monitor.

“Shut up,” I mumbled back.

“What? It was. If you were managing me, would you give me a pep talk like that too? Ass slap and all?”

I finally looked up at her and sighed. “Sure, Hailey. If in some backwards alternate universe I end up managing you, I promise to give you all the pep talks you want.”

“Yes!” She cheered, throwing her arms around me. “Remember, you promised.”

I didn’t have time to ask what the hell she was talking about as the upbeat, grungy, punk rock of Hailey’s intro music began to blast through the speakers next. Apparently she was slated to go out right after Remi, which was surprising. It seemed like the sort of thing one of them should’ve mentioned at some point.

Hailey sprinted down the runway and slipped into the ring, making a beeline for Remi. I expected her to go for a spear or maybe even a clothesline, but instead Remi bent down to make a foothold for Hailey and then launched her into the air, flipping her over her head so that she could twirl and hit the wrestler standing behind her with a vicious diving crossbody.

The cheers of the crowd exploded. The fact that the spoiled, bratty Hailey McFadden wanted to team up with a brand new babyface of all things was as unexpected as it was significant. Her character was notoriously selfish and blatantly used her position as the company owner’s granddaughter to get ahead, so her putting Remi over was a complete character shift that no one had seen coming—myself included.

Hailey lifted her hand for a high five and Remi slapped it, beaming at her new friend with a bright white smile.

“What the fuck?” I whispered to myself, watching on the monitor as the two of them linked arms and clotheslined another wrestler. For the first time in a year I didn’t know what to expect from a match Remi was wrestling in, and like the rest of the crowd I was still reeling from the most unlikely team up I’d ever seen.

I could only assume that they’d decided it at the final rehearsal that morning. Not wanting to distract her I’d opted to stay behind at the hotel, figuring she’d be able to concentrate better if she wasn’t worrying about me and Hailey, and yet here she was working with the very person she’d been so concerned about only the day before. To call an audible so late in the game was something only Hailey could pull off, using her position as the owner’s granddaughter to get her way.

The most shocking part was that they actually worked well together. Really, really well, like they’d been wrestling together for months despite having never met each other until a couple of days before. Maybe it was because I’d sort of trained the both of them, but they seemed to be able to predict what the other was going to do with startling accuracy.

For a solid fifteen minutes it was the Remi and Hailey show, the two of them combining their different skill sets to eliminate their opponents with brutal efficiency. They got rid of one poor woman with a double superkick that sent her flying out of the ring, and then another by beating her senseless with combined kicks and punches before using a double clothesline to send her tumbling tail over teakettle to the floor.

Their most impressive combo move of the night though was when Remi performed her Raigebomb on a woman, brutally slamming her down back first onto the mat, and while she was still writhing in pain Hailey backflipped off of the top rope and landed hard on the woman to completely knock her out. After that Remi easily tossed her out of the ring, ruining yet another person’s chance at victory. Altogether they got rid of six other wrestlers, and with their surprisingly good teamwork they made it into the final five.

Unfortunately Remi showed her inexperience by bum rushing a twenty-year veteran, and as such she ended up having her own momentum used against her and tossed out of the ring with a textbook hip throw. Hailey made a huge show of looking shocked and disappointed, leaning over the rope and reaching out for Remi’s hand as if she could pull her back into the ring, and while her back was turned the same woman who had eliminated Remi picked Hailey up by the feet and tossed her over the rope right into Remi’s arms, sending both blondes crashing down to the ground.

The audience loudly booed, but that was a fantastic sign. For a newcomer and a middle of the card heel to get over so well so quickly was almost unheard of, and if the crowd wanted to see more of Remi and Hailey then they were almost guaranteed to be given more and better matches.

As the two of them limped backstage together, arms thrown over each other’s shoulders for mutual support after a long and exhausting match, it was clear that despite losing they were the standouts of the match. No matter who ended up winning, their victory would only come second to the incredible show the blondes had just put on.

I should’ve been happy. I should’ve been relieved that Remi and Hailey had buried the hatchet and were even able to work together, but instead I felt uncomfortable seeing the two of them getting along so well. It was such a fast and unexpected change that my mind literally couldn’t process seeing them leaning against each other like best friends.

As soon as both women were out of view of the cameras they straightened up and approached me, and I quickly found myself being smothered between two huge, sweaty blondes.

“Surprised?” Hailey asked after pulling away first.

“Very,” I said, looking up at her suspiciously. “What was that? Why did you put Remi over?”

Hailey shrugged. “We talked about it during the final run through this morning. Remi gets a guaranteed spot on the roster, we both get more airtime, and since you go wherever she does, I also get to hang out with my best friend again. It was a good deal for everyone.”

I glanced at Remi, half expecting her to be upset at the implication that Hailey would be around more, but instead she looked exhilarated. I was still leery of the whole thing, but if she was happy with how things had turned out, then so was I.

“Well, thanks for the help,” I said.

“Of course, Aug, anytime. See you two in a bit!” Hailey gave me a mysterious wink and sauntered off to clean up, leaving me more bewildered and confused than ever.

I waited for her to get out of earshot before I nervously glanced up at Remi. “You’re really okay with this?”

“Well, I said I was going to try to get along with her. She apologized for accidentally causing issues with us, and then she offered to help me stand out. She’s actually really nice,” Remi said, and somehow that made me even more wary.

Hailey was a great friend and I loved her like a sister, but similar to her grandfather, she could be very calculating. She rarely did anything just to be nice, and somehow I didn’t fully buy her explanation of only wanting to hang out with me again. There had to be another catch I wasn’t seeing.

“Besides, since you grew up together, I figured that if I became her friend I’d get to hear all of your embarrassing childhood stories,” she said, smirking down at me.

I grimaced at the thought. I hadn’t even considered that. “I think I liked it better when you hated her.”

Remi’s smile grew. “Too late, we already exchanged phone numbers.”

Before I could say anything more a harried production assistant approached us. “Mr. McFadden wants to see you,” the young man said impatiently. “Both of you.”

My stomach flipped. If Sean McFadden—the owner and mastermind of the SWF—wanted to personally talk to us I doubted it would be bad news, but it was very odd to me that he’d bother taking the time to personally meet with a brand new wrestler.

We were led through the back hallways of the stadium, until the man stopped in front of an unmarked, nondescript door. He knocked for us, and after getting the okay to come in, opened the door so that we could see Sean McFadden himself sitting behind a plain-looking desk. It was a strange quirk of his that he liked to make his office out of small, hidden rooms when on the road so I wasn’t exactly surprised, though it was still jarring to see him hanging out in what was basically a glorified closet.

He wore a form-fitting, expensive-looking dark gray suit, and as a former wrestler himself he was tall and strong despite his advanced age. While he had to be in his early seventies he looked twenty years younger because of his brown dyed hair and bright green eyes, and even though I’d known him since I was a kid I swore he looked exactly the same as he always had.

“Auggie! How are you doing, son?” he said, standing to shake my hand first as we approached his desk.

I used every ounce of bullshittery I possessed to appear glad to see him. “Good, sir, thanks.”

The man nodded and grinned. “Your dad would be proud to see you here. We all miss him.”

I struggled to keep the smile on my face, knowing exactly how my dad had felt about him and his shady business practices. “I miss him too.” Remi took my hand and gently squeezed it as a quiet show of support, and I squeezed it back to show my thanks, glancing up at her with a smile that was actually real.

Sean finally turned his attention to Remi and held out his hand for her to take. “Remi, great job out there. You and Hailey really put on a show.” He motioned for us to sit while he walked around his desk to perch on the edge of it, the typical go-to move for powerful people looking to make themselves seem personable and down to Earth. “We’re moving you up, effectively immediately. Barry spoke very highly of you and thinks you have what it takes to perform at this level, and after seeing what you did out there tonight I’m inclined to agree.”

Her eyes widened, and to her credit she didn’t completely freeze like she had when Barry had told her she’d be wrestling in the Battle Royale.

“Thank you, sir, I owe it all to Auggie. He’s helped me so much and would be an amazing talent manager or trainer at the company,” she said eagerly.

I snapped my head up to look at her because it was supposed to be her big moment, not mine, and yet she was trying to get me a job too. I wasn’t naïve enough to believe that there wasn’t some selfishness involved—that she wanted to give me a good reason to travel around the world with her to work—but it still made my chest warm to know that she’d remembered what I said about wanting to have a purpose beyond just being her boyfriend.

“It’s true that there aren’t many people who know and love the business like you do,” Sean said, staring at me with more interest. “Could be an interesting storyline, too. The son of the late Dirk Diesel, one of the SWF’s greatest heels, training a brand new tag team? Yeah, that could work. No promises, but I’ll think on it.”

Remi gave me an excited smile, squeezing my hand again before turning to look back at Sean. “Thank you, sir. That’s all we can ask for.”

I started to thank him too, but there was one very important part of his pitch for Remi’s career that had almost slipped right past me. “Wait, tag team?”

The man nodded and grinned wider, showing off his pearly white veneers. “Remi, we think you’re the perfect fit for a tag team we’ve been workshopping. It’ll be a huge boost to both the careers of you and your partner, and she’ll be a good resource for you as a more experienced wrestler. Hell, keep performing like you did tonight and you could find yourself wrestling at Battlemania for the belt soon enough.”

Though the offer certainly sounded good on the surface, I narrowed my eyes. It was true that being part of a tag team would get her a lot more airtime, and being paired with someone who could show her the ropes of navigating the company as a female wrestler was something I definitely couldn’t offer.

But tag teams were usually formed by friends and put forward by the wrestlers themselves, so it was relatively rare for the company itself to just randomly throw two strangers together.

Remi seemed to be having the same thoughts too as her excitement dampened into concern. “Who would I be teaming up with?”

Before Sean could answer there was a knock on the door, and without waiting for a reply Hailey waltzed right in.

“Hey grandpa! Have you told them yet?” she asked while leaning down to kiss him on the cheek.

The man smiled back, and when they were both grinning at each other with their bright white teeth and sharp green eyes, you could really see the family resemblance. “Just did, sweet pea.”

Hailey turned to us and beamed, and as I fully grasped what the hell was going on my mouth fell open.

“Great!” she said, stepping over to grab both of our hands in hers, “the three of us are gonna have so much fun together!”
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